Ёс 
| 
ES 
| m 
i [ 
1 | ۲ f 
7 1/ 
| , 
3 ES | 
y) 
- C ! 
( 
= 1 
) | 
à A 9?» 


w s ( | 1 "d 


COMIX STORIES. E 


LAST GASP СОМИХ & STORIES #1 

Hi. Okay, in September of 1993, I convinced Ron Turner, my "boss" at Last Gasp, to let me edit 
an anthology title for him. "Don't worry," I said, "It'll be really cool." He had been drinking, so he agreed. 
I had become sick of starving, semi-literate, leper "artists" approaching me at parties, not to offer me drugs, 
not to introduce me to cute punk rock chicks, no, but to try and see if I could use my minuscule influence 
with the bloated underground comix magnate to get them published. I knew Ron wasn't about to start a new 
title from scratch, but if I offered to do the shitwork on it, I figured he wouldn't be averse to reaping the profits. 
And, hey, if you want something done right, you should do it yourself, preferably with someone else's money. 

So, with the twin mandates of the production of "coolness" and to not cause undue worry to 
Mr.Turner, I collapsed into action. Although it causes me great discomfort to say so, extreme thanks must 
go to Cleavo, for offering me advice, caustic insults, and for continually barging unannounced into my office 
and snottily asking, "So, how's your little project going?" 

Steven Cerio deserves even greater gratitude. Although he is a vegetarian, he got the word out about 
this thing to the most talented artists in New York with the energy and commitment of a true carnivore. This 
project would have beeninconceivably difficultto pull off withouthis aid. Praise be unto you, cosmic master! 

The "point" of Last Gasp Comix & Stories, I mean it now, is to devote as much space as possible 
to artists who have had little or no previous exposure, but who are actually really, really good. I don't mean 
that I'm biased against old dinosaurs who ought to get the hell out of the way, I just wanna give the young 
‘ns a chance, is all. Although a lot of the folks I finally used are relatively familiar to most readers, my fond 
hope is to up the obscurity quotient with each issue. Anyway, our contestants are: 


Matso: Mats is an illustrator, artist, you name it, he does it, who works out of his South of Market apartment 
in S.F. 

Hal Robins: "Tyrannosaurus Tex" A former collaborator on Anarchy Comics, among many many other 
things, Mr Robins practices his craft in lovely San Francisco. 

Danny Hellman: "Mr Pons, Hard Drinking Brain Stem" Danny'sillustration work adorns the pages of Screw 
magazine, as well as of many other fine publications. He lives in New York City. 

Chuck Sperry & Bucky Sinister: "Harold & Gerald" Chuck's work has appeared in World War III 
Illustrated & Filth, Bucky is the author of several books of poetry. Both live in S.F. 

Erick Gilbert & Lee Binswanger: "Song of the Slippers" Many years ago, Erick & Lee were married. This 
story explains why they divorced. Erick lives far too close to me in San Francisco. Lee lives inthe same city. 
Brad Johnson: "Last Gas" The sleeping god whose dream is the Universe, Brad lives in S.F. 

Steven Cerio: "Blummy, Mummick" The former Syracuse, NY resident now creates his startling visions 
in New York City. 

Mike Shafer: "AIDS Fucks With Your Mind" Mike lives in Brewerton, New York, and designs the most 
hilarious envelopes in which to place his submissions that I've ever seen. 

Ken Struck: "Freak of Nature" Ken works as a night watchman in New Jersey, then comes home to convert 
his angry visions into art. 

Stéphane Blanquet: "The Dog Killer" Monsieur Blanquet edits Chacal Puant in France, of all places. 
Translation by the ubiquitous E. Gilbert. 

P. Revess: "Pablo Picasso" Michael Kupperman's work can be seen just about everywhere these days. Не 
lives in N.Y.C. 

Louisa Bottomley: "Twee Duvels" An expatriate Englishwoman, Ms. Bottomley now struggles to survive 
among the New World colonists of San Francisco. 

Krystine Kryttre: "Not for Human Consumption" International fame has not dulled the charm of this genius 
of cartoon art. 


Bye for now. Issue #2 is gonna kick your ass around the block. Noah Mass, Editor 


Last Gasp Comix and Stories #1 © 1994 & published by Last Gasp Eco Funnies PO Box 410067, San Francisco, Ca 94141-0067, 
Noah Mass, Editor. Stories © 1994 by M.Stromberg, H. Robins, D. Hellman, C.Sperry, B.Sinister, E. Gilbert. L. Binswanger, 
B.Johnson, $. Cerio, M. Shafer, K.Struck. S. Blanquet, М. Kupperman, L. Bottomley, К.Кгуйге, All rights reserved. No reproduction 
without permission. Printed in the U.S.A. ISBN 0-86719-260-7 

‘Additional copies $5.00 ppd Catalog $3.00 ppd. No order filled without signed age statement. Dealers are instructed not to sell to 
Minors. 


ж THE ORIGINAL OF THAT МАМЕ -- WE WERE WORKIN’ ON THIS THING BACK WHEN MOST o” YOU SLACKERS WERE IN GRADE SCHOOL! 


OUR MOST SECRET FEARS? A FLESH EATER... AN ANCIENT NIGHTMARE... A WALKING APPETITE... 
А WELL-KNOWN NUISANCE IN CERTAIN DRINKING ESTABLISHMENTS... A GRIM SURVIVOR WE CALL... 


with 
aim SNIPE 


CP — YES, JIM-BOB, 
FEELS RIGHT ABOUT ZÜ MILLION 
YARS SINCE WE RODE INTO TOWN 
T' RAISE HELL! AH'M ITCHIN' T'GUN 
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WHAT ISIT 2 WHAT IS IT THAT COMES ТО US ON THE NIGHT. AIR, OUT OF THE WESTERN DESERT OF 


BEER? SURE WELL, NOW! 
THING, MR. REX LET'S GET OUR- GOT ANY 
L MEAN, ТЕХ! SELVES AQUAINTED, “LUDES? 
WHATEVER YOU ЭМЕЕ HANG! 


GREA 
FLOOR SHOW! 
WORTH EVERY АЗ 
NN! ? 


> 
YES INDEEDY, 
IT SURE LOOKS 
LIKE À GREAT, BIG ۸ 
LIZARD, DRESSED) = <M 
UP INA 


EE LAN 
MAMMALS: THAT CLASS OF VERTEBRATES 
POSSESSING MAMMARY GLANDS. -—ED. 


YEAH? HAVE 
A TASTE ОҒ МУН 


|CALLTHAT SUBTLE, 


VBAPHAW-HAW-HAW!! I'M А RING: 
LOOKOUT, YUH TINHORNS!! 
TYRANNOSAURUS TEX IS 

ON TH’ WARPATH == I'LL 

MAKE HELL LOOK LIKE 


/ 5-5 


ÅLET'S HAVE А 


AH SAW WHUT 
YEW DONE ТО 
LUDEMILLA- BELLE, 
STRANGER! AROUND 
НЕВЕ WE DON'T GO IN 


HEY, T-TEX/ TH’ 
ZERO- GRAVITY KID'S 
OUTSIDE —— AND HE'S A-CALLIN' YOU OUT// 


HERE І АМ, 


WHAT'RE YOU S'POSTA 
BE, ANYWAY-- SOME 
—- LOOK, LUKE! Ч 
5 THE PTERODACTYLS KINDA FUNNY ANIMAL Z 


WELL, E DON'T THINK YOU'RE 
y FES 50 
ES € FUNNY. 


ARE A-CIRCLIN'? 


WHO'RE 
YOU CALLIN’ 
NAMES, "T.T. +” 
-IF THAT'S WHAT 
YOU CALL YOUR— 
SELF 


WHUT WUZ YOU'RE DEAD AND 
THAT, BOYZ, à VOUDONTEVEN P A-TALK 
ДАНЫ ети 


POISON, YUH 
PREHISTORIC 
RELIC!! 


BULLETS 

JIST BOUNCE : TYRANNO- 
OFF'N : ? BLOOD// 

TYRANNO- р 


GOT YUH/ NOW TALK, 
YUH FEATHERY VARMINT/ WHERE'D 


ТНЕТ OVER-STUFFED 'GATOR HAND: 


BAG GIT HIMSELF OFF TO?2//2 
эрс 


| x Т THOUGHT THAT 
PR Ч Бу? do d STORY'D NEVER 
Wnecatosaurus “ARNON ) NEER 


A TYRANNOSAURUS . 
AY ATE S TIMES HIS WEIGHT IN 
e CAVEMEN EVERY DAY! А 
4, BULL TYRANNOSAURUS COULD 77 
A PUT AWAY 57,261 EACH MONTH-= 
AN 687,132 EVERY YEAR! - 
| - COINCIDENTALLY, CAVEMEN ATE 5 


PREHISTORIC МАМ . 
OFTEN FASHIONED CRUDE 
IMAGES ON CAVE WALLS, 
FOR OBSCURE Ді 


BE 
WITH, TT: 27 


—— WHO ELSE 
WANTS TO COLLECT 
THESE REAL, LIVE 


THAT's ers 
RIGHT! YOU 


WHAT 
You WANT ТО емі! 
SCIENTIFIC! 
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MISTER PONS, HARD-DRINKING BRAIN 5ТЕМ № 01994 DANNY HELLMAN 


CHICKS GO 2 V 
LET'S SNEAK 
NUTS FOR THE А РЕЕК AT THE 


тсу соо. oF A № y 
МАН WITH NO LIFE OF JUST 


CORTEX! 


---HE’LL BE 
KickinG ASS 


ADRENAL GLANDS SHORTLY! 


ARE RECIEVING © 

CHEMICAL SIGNALS, 

SENT BY THE 
BRAIN -- 


OH му GOD--WHAT 
HAPPENED ТО YOU, 
LA 

GOTTA GE 29 1 
٩۱۲۵ THE EMERGENCY) RS" 
à Room! 1 
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REALLY 
SOMETHING, 
MISTER--UM, 
WHAT'S YOUR 
= NAME? 


UH--HERE, RELAX! 
۸ НАУЕ А oer, : 
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When Gerald was Богп they tried 
to clone an exact duplicate, 


but something went wrong, = wrong, 


Ve LM 
: زوک‎ 
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and he had suction cups 
all øver his body. 
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Gerald hated Harold because Harold got all the 
attention. When their parents were gone, he'd lick Harold 
all over and stick him up on the living room window. 

On their sixteenth birthday, Gerald got his revenge. 
He gota brand new Trans Am. Harold, being too small 
to drive, got a pair of socks. Harold looked up at his 
brother from the sofa. 


moo m A FE 


AFNOR: 2 TAKE ME 
КОТИ 


‘You KNOW WHI 
M id 


ЕТ TME. 
ICE ITS 
OUR B BR DIN 


Gerald scooped his brother up from Ше couch and 
took him out to the car, but when they got inside, Gerald 
licked Harold all over and stuck him on the inside rear 
window. 


"Hoooee, Harold, you're the best Goddamn chick magnet 
a guy could ever have," Gerald yelled, speeding away. 


DAW! HA! НЕ HE HE - HA HA HA -HE-HE - HA-HA-HE- ЦЕ 
Ho HAW! HA- HA-HEH-HEH --- Ho Ho Ho --- HAH! 


When they got to Tastee Freeze, two girls came up to the 
car. 

"Hey, that ain't Bart Simpson, that ain't Garfield what 
the heck is that?" they puzzled. 

"That's my brother Harold," Gerald exclaimed, "he's 
only six inches long and he's got suction cups all over his 
body, and he's for real, he's alive." 

The two girls looked at each other in awe. Then they 
looked back at Gerald. 

"Gerald, we got a fifth bottle full of Jack Daniel's 
whiskey and we're looking to share it with a guy just like 
you. We want to share it with a guy who's got a brand 
new Trans Am and a brother who's only six inches long 
and has suction cups all over his body. What do you say, 
Gerald ..." 
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Now everyone was laughing and singing and drinking 
and having a good time. Everyone but little Harold, that 
is. He was still stuck up on the window and was thinking 
to himself, you know, I might only be six inches long, and 
Imight have suction cups all over my body, but tonight 
Im sixteen years old and I deserve to have a good time 
just like anyone else. I can't help the way I was born now 
can I? Meanwhile, the Jack Daniel's bottle had š 
emptied, and with it, Gerald's reaction time and judge- 
ment were down to nothing. Бен 


But he wasn't man enough, 
edi 


something. They carefully unsuckered 
him, and held him up to their ears. 
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N PRIMEVAL 
TIMES, МАМ 
TAMED HUGE 
DINOSAURS 
TO BRING 
SLIPPERS TO 
THEIR MASTERS 
WHEN THEY 
RETURNED 
TO THE CAVES 
EACH EVENING. 


SONG OF THE SLIPPER 


STORY: ERICK GILBERT ART: LEE BINSWANGER 


FTER THE 


AND UNTIMELY 
DISAPPEARANCE 
OF THE GIANT 
SAURIANS, 
MAN, ALWAYS 
THE AVID 
DOMINATOR, 
ENSLAVED THE 
CANINE SPECIES. 


MYSTERIOUS | 


НЕ CANINE 

RACE, AS 
LUCK WOULD 
HAVE IT, 
DEGENERATED 
TO THE POINT 
WHERE ONLY 
POODLES AND 
YAPPY LITTLE 
CHIHUAHUAS 
WERE LEFT. 
MAN FOUND 
THE NEXT 
INNOCENT 
VICTIM, THE 
HIGHLY Асс- 
LAIMED WIFE, 


Economy 
SIZE 


WIFE 
CHOW 


URTHER Û 
DEVELOPMENT ТАС 
OF THIS MOST 
SATISFYING 
or DOMESTIC 
SITUATIONS 
RADICALLY 
ALTERED THE 
ENJOYMENT 
ONE COULD 
DRAW FROM 
A NICE PAIR 
OF COMFORT- 
ABLE SLIPPERS 
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1 Ромт tike | ۱ STILL CAN'T 
THIS оме BITI 51 Ger rurovens) - 


WHY DONT you Pur THAT 
THING Down- YOU'RE 
NOT HELPING ME f 


CRY 
DAMMIT! 


(7 
= 72228 


[No LUCK. 


GLORY GLORY HALLELUJAH, р 


Ї + 


mow, | WANT You 
То STOP WoRRYING! \ "em 
PLEASE ~ WEWE Gor ent Know... 


2 can you 
То BE STRONG/ remember 


where єтєємбти 


1 DON'T EVEN 
REMEMBER WHAT 
UM THINKING FROM 

\ ONE MOMENT 

TO ANOTHER. 
WHAT'S THE 

QUESTION? 


WHY DON'T ше LISTEN Sure! боор 
To THE RADIO? IDEA! 


Theyve got a strong ream- 
VERY STRONG TEAM! 


LET ME DO THE 
TALKING 


WE MIGHT HAVE CIVILIAN GAS BY 
TOMORROW, IF You WANNA PARK 


Sure is quieto. 
when yo 


1 AM роо y 
ок COURSE 
I AMI 


WAVE THE 
PLATES 


Men A BEAUTIFUL 
‚ve NEVER, 


۹5 3| 


DM 


was Бий 
AY men 


MOSTLY НЕ. 
GAY MEXICANS 
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“AMAZING PINEAPPLE BOY" 
NATURE 


TVE GOT A FRIEND WHO'S 
AN ARTIST- SHE MAKES 
MONEY SOMETIMES. SHE DOES À 


HES AN ARTIST- 7); 
HE'S DRAWING FOR МЕ/! SHIT! NOW I GUESS TM, 
a SUPPOSED То ВЕ “CLEVE 
IS THIS CHICK WORTH IT 
| МУ MINDS A BLANK !! 
WHAT'S WRONG WITH МЕ? 
= 


| 
} 


I MEAN: SHES BIG! SHES BLOND! 
SHES ALSO OBNOXIOUS AS HELL! 
I DON'T EVEN KNOW THIS BITCH 
AND SHES GOT ME DOING 

HANDSTANDS!! THIS 15 TORTURE! 


Г sue WAITED FoR me To START ) SHE WAS A HARD |. 
ЭММА TALKING AN THEN SHE COULDNT, 
CARE LESS!! SHE NEVER BE- 


(NOT... AGAIN. 


| 


Тм Some SORTA NUT! 
a Q 
GOOD THING I ІШІ 

LIVE JUST A- 

ROUND THE BLOCK. 
DIDNT HAVE TO 2 
TRAVEL FAR FOR > 

THIS HUMILIATION DN 


о| ШИД 224S 2 


HEY, YOU AINT SOME Š 
KINDA WEIRDO OR 
NOTHIN”, ARE YOU? Á 


El HEY, WH-WHATS 
M THAT? OOKS 


| 


I DONT 
THINK 


KAY, CAUSE THERES DIS GUY THATS NOT HIM BE LISSEN,YOU KNOW ROCKYS IN 
CHASING ME DOWN ALL THESE HIND US, IS IT LODI? YOU CAN TAKE ME THERE, (É S 


| STREETS! I НАРА RUN THAI RIGHT? TLL BUY УА А BEER// 
SOME YARDS! 


ROCKYS ? 
Мы шш 
gu 
TOW MY LEGS ARE SORE! Т RODE) = 7 
{ MY BIKE 100 MILES TODAY! SEE THAT PLACE? I WENT IN IS THIS ROCKY'S ? 
WHERE You FROM? ГМ FROM THERE ONCE AN’ IT WAS NOT- 
‘ARIZONA! HING BUT GUYS IN THERE! IT NO, Т. GOTTA ASK DIRECTIONS! УМЕНЯ 
WAS WEIRD! SEE THAT LIGOUR WAIT! OKAY, ILL ONLY BE A Fuh 
STORE? I WORK THERE! 


SECOND, YOU GONNA WAIT ?2 AN Y-YEAH 
Di 


Ve 


YEAH, I WAS WORKING! 
DIS BACHELOR PARTY 


OKAY, I KNOW WHERE ROCKY'S 
15! MAKE A RIGHT UP THERE! 
YOU WANT A BEER, RIGHT 22, 


f PAID You 
TA DO A 
JoBl!! 


NOBODY! LISSEN 
I GOTTA Go! ” 


15 THIS How FAR ТУЕ SUNK? CHAUFFEUR 
TO TATTOO-COVERED PROSTITUTES /?/ 
GOD, THIS IS CRAZY... I OUGHTA GO 
HOME... I AM THIRSTY THOUGH... 
ILL GO IN FoR THAT ONE 
BEER- НЕСК, THERE MIGHT 
BE SOME NORMAL 
WOMEN INSIDE // 


АЕ 


Rocky GIVE DIS GUY WHAT- 
EVER НЕ WANTS/(HAH HAA) 
DISS MY NEW МАМ// 


IN 


2 رای‎ 
ү Ss 


LIA 
WHO WAS IN HERE? TRACY?/) 5 MY TITS ARE BIG // HAN) nen DIS DACHELOR PARTY 
pa SHE WORK ?? Rocky! WENN 23 = TOK DIS CAN or [ойсо саси 
НЕ WORKS 77 HOVE DIS -uh- 
For ME (GO-GO; RIGHT? = Соор Мата ыты 


THAT // CUCUMBER? 


YEAH, RIGHTS: 
CUCUMBER! 
1 


ШИШ ШИШ 


РТ vas викмер Y ГТ GOT 16 TATTOOS- Y 
BUT NONE ON MY TITS! 


THAT'S THE ONLY 
PLACE SHE CAN 
TAKE IT- HER 
PUSSY'S ONLY 
THIS BIG -- 

(75 LIKE А-- 


HEY MANI, T. GOTTA GET BACK 
о DINO'S! YOU GONNA TAKE ГУ LISSEN, МАМ! You WAIT HERE, 
ME? WE GOTTA ۶ OKAY? ГМ COMIN’ BACK, OKAY? 

л бике PROMISE YOU'LL WAIT, ALRIGHT?! 


SIGH... MAYBE SHE WAS 
COMING BACK... S-SHE 
DID SEEM TO LIKE ۰ 


“/моямім?) NO, BUT I HEARD nm 

^| ALICE! НІМ HUMPING EY/ 
SEEN || UNDER MY WIN- | WADDAYA 
MY DOW AGAIN WANT ME 
CAT? LAST NIGHT? TA DO? 


т улут You То CLEAN 
UP THE MESS! IT 
STINKS LIKE HELL! 
I GOT TENANTS, 
YA" KNOW! ZW 
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¿choke 
HAPPENS р an 
I SAID ALL W-WHAT_ COULDA 
ALL THE RIGHTECHRIST 6۸۷۸ DONE SUCH 
TIME | ALMIGHTY-- A THING 
THOUGH, 2! 
10U6") YOUD THINK AS THIS?! 
2% AS. IT WAS THE ANA = 
OF-- > 594 
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Mummick 8 


аа 
ers all of the fat, sucked hollo! 


mummick would fun play in the brine until the greedy mean take all of the water away. 
¡+ boiled the fake sea with hot yellow beams untilall that rose were soft salty baby blue steams. 


her day: 
baby blue tride. 


not 
new fake 


2 En 5 QMCtiMes ме BRINGS оме 
MANUEL Likes KILLING росе | | MAR UE WP SEX ON 
iW AÑO SEREELS At Malt. Se Me Does dor ave Несе. 
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But AN ePiDemic is PROPAGAteD 
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Bottomley 


O 1993 Louisa 


GRAPHIC ART, 
ODD LITERATURE 


8 BAD ATTITUDE 


7 
CA TAI SAN FRANCISCO. 
CA 24110 USA 
со (415) 324 6636 


(415) 824 1836 


The LAST GASP Catalog 


is a mine of 
hard-to-find titles, 
graphic curiosities, 
hip literature and merchandise. 

Covering the avant garde ofthe 
past 20 and of the next 50 years, Last 
Gasp has gathered in the 70+ pages of 
its catalog a unique choice of books, 
comix, magazines and assorted oddi- 
ties. 

From Zap Comix to Charles 
Bukowski to the extremes of body ma- 
nipulations, you can keep yourself in- 
formed and entertained without having 
to leave the comfort of your home. 


) 


(apa [es 
800-3661 


2 
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WARNING: 
This catalog contains material ofan adult 
nature and is not intended for persons 
Ф under 18 years of age. 


u а } 
299 777 LORD ST бау әлісксо” 
(0) PH (415) 824 6636 FAX(415)824 1856. 


LAST GASP OF SAN FRANCISCO "tall 777 Florida St. San Francisco, Ca., 94110 


Ph:415 824 6636 Fax: 415 824 1836 


Due to the adult nature of the merchandise we offer, we must have a signed age statement 
that you are at least 18 years of age. Fill outthe form below and send it or faxit with your 
catalog request. No catalogs will be sent without an age statement. 


Check one or more : 
С) Book Catalog 


Name 


Address 


[C] Graphix Catalog 
O А! Catalogs 


ау State Zip Code 


| hereby certify that | am at least 18 years of age and am aware the catalog being sent to me contains publications of an adult nature 
Today's date 


Signature 


THE FATAL RECURRENCE OF DAY 


by J. Bradley Johnson 


| 7 you BETTER G 


= y 


5 


U 2% 
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WHERE'R 
You 472 


бы 


КЕТ апа 
pos YouR € YES, 


ASSHOLE! Ç 


: WHEREVER | WAKE UR THE DEATH TRUCK IS WAITING 


